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STIFF-WINGE- BUZZARDS.

I wonder If the buzzard don't
Oil mighty tlrtil o' Hyln'

Des roun", an' roun'. an' roun' nil dny
An' never sc2m a tryln'

Togo nowhere, norfluthln' much.
I.Ike Jaybirds does, an' crows;

Hut Hops nroun' an' rides the wind
An' sails the way It blows.

I'eers like they'd want to rest the Jints.
Sometimes. 'at's in thur wings;

I'eers like they'd light down on the (.'round.

Sometimes to look for things.

Hut Uncle Kzra says they can't.
He spects, stop sullln' roun".

Jes' cos thur wings nits stiff an' won't
Shet up an' let 'em down.

An" Uncle Kzra. he shot one.
An' killed hit dead one dav;

Hut, shaw. hit's wings wuz tioth plum sot
An' hit lleed on nwuv.

Hut hit will shorelv drop some time.
They uln'tno tellln' where:

1 'spect the wind haz blowed hit now
A hundred mile from here.

THE BURIAL OF GINGER JAMES.

A spell I had to wait
Outside the lurrlck Rate,

r"or (linger James was p.jssln' out as I was
passln' In:

"K was only a recruit.
Hut Iglie 'lm the salute.

Kor I'll neer git another chance of ghln' It
agin'

'K'd little brains, I'll swear.
Ikneath 'Is ginger 'air,

'Is personal attractions, well, they wasn't ery
large:

'K was fust In ev'ry mill.
An' u cur, hut still

We'll forglye Mm 's drawbacks-"- e 'as taken 'is
discharge.

'K once cot fourteen days,
for drunken, idle ways.

An' the Colonel said the nasty things that Col-

onels sometimes sny:
'K called Mm to 'Is face

No. lit.

The regiment's disgrace --

Hut the Colonel took Ms 'at off when 'e parsed
Mm liv

I'or days "e used to dwell
Inside a guard-roo- cell.

Where thev put the darbies on' Mm for n 'owlln'
savage brute:

Hut as by the guard 'e went
They gae'lm the present,

The little bugler sounded off the 'Veneral
salute."

The band turned out to pla
Poor (linger Jumesaway:

'Is captain und Ms company came down to see
him off;

An' thirteen tile an' rank.
With three rounds eacli of blank:

An' ' rode down on a carriage, like a hloomin'
city toff'

"K doesn't want no pass,
'K's Journeyln' tlrst-clas-

Is trav'lln' ruz'sa union Jack, which isn't bad
at all:

The tune the drummers play
It Isn't so ery fay.

Hut a rather slow selection, from a piece that's
known as "Saul."

-- KlKiAK VI.I.ACR.

A SWEET THING.

Said the Spanish My

As he Muttered by.
"I'm verstsl In various tuples.

I'te slpixnl the sweet
Of things to rat

In all the zones and tropics.

"In crimson Hood

I'e drunk the blood
Of damsels dark nnd lighter.

And tasted flesh
Hoth rank and fresh

Of peaceful folk nnd tighter.

"llut none was rare
As the last bite fair.

'Montr all the clans and classes.
I've lieen In luck,
(lot badly stuck

On dark brown Cuban "lasses."
Macon Telegraph.


